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At the Theatre-Royal in Drury- Lane. 
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Þ; R E F A N 
4 5 this is = laf Opportunity I ſhall 
have of adadreſſi ing the Public this 


Year, I think it my Duty to return them 
my warmeſt Acknowledgments for their 
favourable Reception of the follo wing 
little Piece. 


CC 8 S. 


' J 


The three hrincipal Characters I met 


with in a Summer's Expedition; they are 
neither vamp d from antiquated Plays, 
Pilfer d from French Farces, nor the 
baſeleſs Beings of the Poet's Brain. I 
have given them in their plain natural 
Habit; they wanted no dramatic Finiſh- 
ing; nor can I claim any other Merit 
than grouping them together, and throw- 
ing them into Aion. The Fuſtice done 
2 them 
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vi PREFACE. 


them there by the Performers, has been 


bed ffrongly diſtinguiſb d by the Town, to 
render any thing from me neceſſary :' 1 
could only wiſh that the Managers of 
the Thegtres would, employ Mr, Caſtallo, 
whoſe peculiar Nalvetè, and ſtricl Pro- 


pPriety, would greatly Nenn W Cha- 
racters on our 5 _ 


P R O- 


PR OU ©: U 
Written and ſpoke by Mr. Foo x. 


APPY my Muſe, bad jbe firſt turn'd her Art, 
from HTumour's dangerous Paih, to touch tbe 
Heart. c | 
They, who in all the Blu}iir of Blank Ver ſe, 
The mournful Tales of Love, ard War, ebearſe; 
Are ſure the Critics C:nſure to eſcape, | 
You hiſs not Heroes now, you on ape. 
Nor, (Strangers quite to Heroes, Kings, and Qutens,) 
Dare you intrude, your Judgment, on their Scenes. 
A different Lot the Comic Muſe attends, 
She is oblig*d, to treat you with your Friends; 
Muſt ſearch the Court, the Forum, and the City; 
Mark out the Dull, the Gallant and the Witty, 
Youth's wild Profuſion, tb Avarice of Age; 
Nay, bring the Pit itſelf, upon the Stage. 
Firſt io the Bar, 2 turn ber various Fuce; 
Hem, my Lord, I am Council in this Caſe, | 
And if fo be, your Lordſhip ſpould think ft, | 
Why to be ſure, my Client muſt ſubmit ; 
For why, becauſt-—thzi off ſbe trips again, 
And to the Sons of Commerce, ſhifts her Scene 
There, whilſt the griping Sift, with moptthg Cart, 
Defraxds the World, himſelf, i enrich bis Heir, 
The pious Boy, bis Father's Toil rewarding, | 
For Thouſands throws a Main at Covent- Garden. | 
Theſe are the Portraits we're oblig'd to ſhow ; 
You all are Judges if they're like or no: 
Here ſhould we jail, ſome other Shape we'll try, 
And grate our future Scenes, with Novelty. 


— —— — 


' T bave a Plan to treat you with Burletta, 


. But ſhould the following Piece your Mirth excite, 


PROLOGUE. 


That cannot miſ» your Taſte, Mia Spilletta. 


From Nature's Volume, we'll perſiſt to write. 
Your partial Favour, bad us firſt proceed; 
Then are ib' Offender, fince you urg'd 2 Deed. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONE. 


Hartop — - Mr. Foote. 
Sir Gregory Gazette — Mr. Yates. 
Jenkins — 8 Mr. Bates. 
Tim — MM. Cd. 
Robin — — . Mr. Clough. 
Jenny —— Miſs Minors. 


Miſs Penelope Trifle — Mrs. Croſs. 
Miſs Sucky Trifle . Miſs Milli 


ACT 4 
SCENE, à Room. 


HARTOP and JENKINS diſcover d. 


IENkINs. 


| Should not chuſe to marry into ſuch 
2 A a Family. 

% 8 Har. Choice, Dear Dick, is very 
little concern'd in the Matter: And 


to convince you that Love is not the Miniſter 


of my Counſels, know, that I never ſaw but 
once the Object of my preſent Purpoſe ; and 
that too at a Time, and in a Circumſtance, 
not very lik--ly to ſtamp a fayourable Impreſ- 
ſion. What think you of a raw Boarding- 
School Girl at Lincoln Minſter, with a Mind 
unpoliſh'd, a Figure uninform'd, and a Set of 
Features tainted with the Colours of her un- 


wholeſome Food ? 5 
. By B Je uh, 
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2 THE KNIGHTS, 

Zenk. No very engaging Object indeed, 
Hartop. 

Har. Vour Thoughts now were mine then: 
But ſome Connections I have ſince had with 
her Father, have given Birth to my preſent 
Deſign upon her: You are no Stranger to the 
Situation of my Circumſtances : My Neigh- 
bourhood to Sir Penurious T rifle, was a ſuf- 
ft; ent Motive for his advancing what Money 
I wanted by way of Mortgage: The hard 
Terms he imposd upon me, and the little 
Regard I have paid to Occonomy, has made 
it neceſlary tor me to attempt by ſome Scheme 
the Re-cſtabliſhment of my Fortune. This 
young Lady's Simplicity, not to call it Igno- 
rance, preſented her at once as a proper Sub- 
ject for my Purpoſe. 

Fenk. Succeſs to you, Fack, with all my 
Soul! A Fellow of your Spirit and Vivacity, 
Mankind ought to ſupport for the Sake of 
then (elves. For whatever Seneca and the 
other moral Writers may have ſuggeſted in 
Contempt of Riches, it is plain their Maxims 
were not calculated for the World as it now 
ſtands: In Days of Yore, indeed, when Vir- 
tue was call'd Wiſdom, and Vice, Folly, ſuch 
Principles might have been encouragd 3 but 
as the preſent Subjects of our Enquiry arc, 
not what a Man is, but what he has; as to 


be Rich, is to be wiſe and virtuous, and to 


be Poor, ignorant and vicious, I heartily ap- 
plaud your Plan! 
Har. 
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Har. Your Obſervation is but too juſt. 
And is it not, Diek, a little unaccountable 
that we who condeſcend ſo ſervilely to copy 
the Follies and Fopperies of our polite Neigh- 
bours, ſhould be ſo totally averſe to an Imi- 
tation of their Virtues? In France, has he 
Wealth? is an Interrogation never put 'till 
they are diſappointed in their Inquires after 
the Birth and Wiſdom of a faſhionable Fel- 
low : But here, How much a Vear TWO 
Thouſand.— The Devil! In what County ? 
Berkſhire. Indeed? God bleſs us! A happy 
Dog! How the duce come I to be intereſted 
in a Man's Fortune, unleſs I am his Steward 
or his Taylor: Indecd Knowledge and Ge- 
nius are worth examining into; by thoſe my 
Underſtanding may be improv'd, or my Ima- 
gination gratify d; but why ſuch a Man's be- 
ing able to eat Ortolans, and drink French 
Wine, is to recommend him to my Eſtecm, 
is what I can't readily conceive. 


Fenk. This Complaint may with Juſtice be 


made of all Imitations: The ridiculous Side 
is ever the Object imitated. But a Truce ro 
moralizing, and to our Buſineſs. Prithee, in 
the firſt Place, how can you gain Admittance 


to your Miſtreſs? And in the ſecond, is the 
Girl independent of her Father? His Con- 


fent, I ſuppoſe, you have no Thought of ob- 

taining. 
Har. Some farther Propoſals concerning 
my Eſtate ; ſuch as an Increaſe of the Mort- 
e * 


4 THE KNIGHT S8. 
gage, or an abſolute Sale, is a ſufficient Pre- 
tence for a Viſit: And as to the Caſh, Twenty 
to my Knowledge; independent too, you 
Rogue! And beſides, an only Child, you 
know: And then, when Things are done, 
they can't be undone— And 'tis well it's no 
worſe— and a Hundred ſuch pretty Proverbs, 
will, it's great Odds, reconcile the old Fel- 
low at laſt. Beſides, my Papa in poſſe, has a 
Foible, which, if I condeſcend to humour, 
J have his Soul, my Dear. 

Fenk. Prithee, now you are in Spirits, 
give me a Portrait of Sir Penurious; tho 
he is my Neighbour, yet is he ſo domeſtic an 
Animal, that I know no more of him than 
the common Country Converſation ; that he 
is a thrifty, wary Man. 

Har. The very Abſtrat of Penury ! Sir 
John Cutler, with his tranſmigrated Stock- 
ings, was but a Type of him. For inſtance, 
the Barber has the Growth of his and his 
Daughter's Head once a Year, for ſhaving the 
Knight once a Fortnight; his Shoes are made 
with the Leather of a Coach of his Grand- 
farher's, built in the Year, One; his Male- 
Servant is Footman, Groom, Carter, Coach- 
man, and Taylor ; his Maid employs her lei- 
{ure Hours in Plain-Work for the Neighbours, 
which, Sir Penurious takes care, as her La- 
bour is for his Emolument, ſhall be as many 
as poſſible, by joining with his Daughter in 
ſcouring the Rooms, making the Beds, c. 

thus 
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thus much for his moral Character. Then 
as to his intellectual, he is a mere Charte 
Blanche ; the laſt Man he is with muſt afford 
him Matter for the next he goes to; but a Story 
is his Idol, throw him in that, and he ſwal- 
lows it 3 no matter what, raw or roaſted, 
ſavoury or inſipid, down it goes, and up 
again to the firſt Perſon he meets: It is upon 


this Baſis I found my Favour with the Knight, 


having acquir'd Patience enough to hear his 


ſuthcient to furniſh him; his Manner is in- 


deed peculiar, and for once or twice enter- 


taining enough. III give you a Specimen — 
Is not that an Equipage ? 


Fenk. Hey! Yes, faith, and the Owner, 


an Acquaintance of mine: Sir Gregory Ga- 


Sette, by Jupiter] and his Son Tim with 
him. Now I can match your Knight. He 
muſt come this way to the Parlour. Well 


have a Scene; but take your Cue; he is a 
Country Politician. 


Hir Gregory entering, and Waiter. 

Sir Greg. What, neither the Glouceſter 
Fournal, nor the Worceſter Courant, nor the 
Northampton Mercury, nor the Che ber? 
Mr. Jenkins, I am your humble Seryan: ; A 
ſtrange Town this, Mr. Jenkins, no News 
ſtirring, no Papers taken in! Is that Gentle- 
man a Stranger, Mr. Jenkins? Pray, Sir, not 
to be too bold, you don't come from London? 


Har. 


ies, and cquipd myſelf with a Quantity 
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Har. But laſt Night. 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day! That's Wonderful ! 
Mr. Jenkins, introduce me. 

Fenk. Mr. Hartop, Sir Gregory Gazette. 

Sir Greg. Sir, I am proud to- Well, Sir, 
and what News? You come from Pray, Sir, 
are you a Parliament Man? 

Har. Not I, indeed, Sir. 

Sir Greg. Good lack! May be belong to 
the Law, | 

Har. Nor that. Do 

Sir Greg. Oh, then in ſome of the Offices; 
the Treaſury or the Exchequer. 

Har. Neither, Sir. | 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day ! That's wonderful ! 
Well, but Mr.—Pray what Name did Mr. 
Jenkins, ah! ah. 

Har. Hartop. 

Sir Greg. Ay, true! What, not of the 
Hartops of Boſton. 

Har. No. 

Sir Greg. May be not. There is, Mr, 
Hartop, one Thing that I envy you London- 
ers in much: Quires of News-Papers ! Now, 
I reckon, you read a Matter of eight Sheets 


every Day. 


Har. Not one. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! Then, may be, you 
arc about Court; and ſo being at the Foun- 
tain Head, know what is in the Papers before 
they are printed. 


Har. 


THE 


Har. I never tr 
An old Fool! 


Sir Greg. Good Lord! Your Friend, M- 
Jenkins, is very cloſe. 


G HT 8. 7 
e my Head about them. 


Fenk. Why, Sir Gregory, Mr. Har top i is 


much in the Secrets above; and it becomes a 
Man ſo truſted to be wary, you know. 


Sir Greg. May be ſo, may be ſo. Won- 


derful! Ay, ay, a great Man, no doubt. 

Ak. But 111 give him a better Inſight into 
ur Character, and that will induce him 10 
throw off his Reſerve. 

Sir Greg. May be ſo; do, do; ay, ay! 

Fenk. Prithee, Fack, don't be fo cruſty : 
Indulge the Knight s Humour a little; beſides, 
if I gueſs right, it may be neceſſary for the 
Conduct of your Deſign to contract a pretty 
ſtrict Intimacy there. 

Har. Well, do as you will. 

Jenk. Sir Gregory, Mr Hartop's Ignorance 
of your Character made him a little ſhy in 
his Replics ; but you will now find him more 
communicative; and, in your Ear. He is a 
Treaſure; he is in all the Myſteries of Go- 
vernment, at the Bottom of every Thing. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! A Treaſure! Ay, 
may be ſo. 

Jenk. And that you may have him to your- 
ſelf ll go in ſearch of your Son. 

Sir Greg. Do ſo, do ſo; Tim is without; 
uſt come from his Uncle Tregegle's at Mene- 
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| Reputation of a Neighbour, whoſe Charac- 


niſtry will be always well receiy'd at the Head 
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giay in Cornwall: Is an honeſt Lad! 
Do ſo, do fo. [Exit Fenk. Well, Mr. 
Hartop, and fo we have a Peace Lack-a-day! 
Long look'd for come at Jaſt. But, pray, Mr. 
Hartop, how many News-Papers may you 
have printed in a Week ? 
Har. About a hundred and fifty, Sir Gre- 
g9ry-. 
Sir Greg. Good now, good now! And all 
full, I reckon; full as an Egg; nothing hut 
News! Well, well, I ſhall go to London dhe 
of theſe Days. hundred and fifty! Won= 
derful! And, pray now, which do 1 reckon 
the beſt ? | 
Har. Oh, Sir Gregory, they arc as various 
In their Excellencies as their Uſes ; if you are 
inclin'd to blacken by a couple of Lines the 


ter neither your nor his whole Life can poſ- 
ſibly reſtore ; you may do it for two Shillings 
in one Paper: If you are diſplaced, or diſap- 
pointed of a Place, a Triplet againſt the I. li- 


of another: And then as a Paper of Morning 
Amuſement, you have the Fool. 

Sir Greg. The Fool! Good lack! And pray 
who and what may that ſame Fool be ? 

Har. Why, Sir Gregory, the Author has 
artfully aſſumed that Habit, like the royal 
Jeſters of old, to level his Satyr with more 
Security to himſelf, and Seycrity to others. 


Sir 
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Sir Greg. May be ſo, may be fo! The 
Fool! Ha, ha, ha! Well enough! A queer 
Dog, and no Fool, I warraht you. £Aill:- 
grew, ah, I have heard my Grandfather talk 
much of that ſame Killigreu, and no Fool. 
But what's all this to News, Mr. Hartop? 
Who gives us the beſt Account of the King 
of Hain, and the Queen of Hungary, and 
thoſc great Folks? Come now, you could 
give us a little News if you would; come 
now !=-Snug Nobody by. Good now do; 
come, ever ſo little. So 


Har. Why as you ſo largely contribute ta. 
the Support of the Government, it is but fait 


you ſhould know what they are about. We 
are at preſent in a Treaty with the Pope. 

Hir Greg. With the Pope! Wonderful! 
Good now, good now! How, how? 
Har. We are to yield him up a large Tract 
of the Terra-Incognita, togerher with borh 


the Needles, Scilly- Rocks, and the Litard- 


Point, on Condition that the Pretender has 
the Government of Laputa, and the Biſhop 
of Greenland ſucceeds to St. Peter's Chair; he 
being, you know, a Proteſtant, when poſſeſſed 


of the Pontificals, iſſues out a Bull; com- 


manding all Catholicks to be of his Religion, 
they deeming the Pope infallible, follow his 
Directions; and then, Sir Gregory, we arc all 
of one Mind. 5 "LY 


co Sir 


10 THE KNIGHTS. 
Sir Greg. Good lack, good lack! Rare 


News, rare News, rare News! Ten Millions 


of Thanks, Mr. Hartop. But might not I 
juſt hint this to Mr. Soakum our Vicar ? 
'T would rcjoice his heart. 
Har. Oh fie! By no means. 

Hir Greg. Only a Line A little Hint Do 
now. 

Har. Well, Sir, it is difficult for me to re- 


fuſe you any Thing. 


Sir Greg. Ten thouſand Thanks! Now! 


The Pope Wonderful! Ill minute it down 


Both the Needles? 
Har. Ay, both. 
Sir Greg. Good now, I'll minute it The 


Lixard- Point Both the N ecdles—cilly 
Nochs—Biſhop of Greenland —St. Peter's 


Chair Why then when this is finiſhed we 
may chance to attack the Great Turk, and 
have Holy-Wars again, Mr. Hartop. 

Har. That's Part of the Scheme. 
Sir Greg. Ah! Good now! You fee I have 
a Head! Politicks have been my Study many 
a Day. Ah, if I had becn in London to im- 


prove by the News Papers! They tell me Doc- 


tor Drybones is to ſucceed to the Bifhoprick 

of Miſper. ans 

Har. No; Doftor— _ 
Sir Grey. Indecd ! I was told by my Land- 


lord at NO, that it was between him and 


the Dean of — | f 


Har. To my Knowledge. 
5 * Ci 
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THE KNIGHTS, 1 
Li Greg. Nay, you know beſt, to be ſure: - 
If it ſhould—Huſh! Here's Mr. Fenkins, and 
Son Tim; mum! Mr. Jenkins docs not 
know any Thing about the Treaty with the 
Pope ? . 
Har. Not a Word. 

Sir Greg. Mum! 


Enter Tim and Mr. Jenkins. 


Jen. Maſter Timothy is almoſt grown out 
of Knowledge, Sir Gregory. 

Sir Greg. Good now, good now! Ay, ay, 
Ill Weeds grow a-pace: Son Tim, Mr. Har- 
54 a great Man, Child! Mr. Hartop, Son 
Tim. 

Har. Sir, I ſhall be always glad to know 
every Branch that ſprings from ſo valuable a 
Trunk as Sir Gregory Gazette. g 

Sir Greg. May be fo. Wonderful! Ay, 
ay! 

Har. Sir I am glad to ſee you in Here for- 
ſhire | Have you been long from Cornwall? 

Tim. Ay, Sir; a Matter of four Weeks or 
a Month, more or leſs. 

Sir Greg. Well ſaid, Tim Ay, ay, ask 
Tim any Queſtions, he can anſwer for him- 
ſelf, Tim, tell Mr. Hartop all the News. 
about the Elections, and the Tinners and the | 

Tides, and the Roads and the Pilchards. I | 
| 
| 
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want a few Words with my Maſter Jenkins. 
Har. You have been ſo long abſcnt from 
S A 85 
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13 


your native Country, that you have almoft 


forgot it. 

Tim. Yes ſure: 1 ha' been at Uncle Treg- 
egles a Matter of Twelve or a Dozen Year, 
more ar leſs. 

Har. Then. I reckon you were quite im- 
patient to ſee your Papa and Mama. | 

Tim. No ſure, not I. Father ſent for me 
to Uncle; ſure Menegizy is à choice Place! 
And I could a'ftay'd there all my born Days, 
more or leſs. 

Har, Pray, Sir, what were your Amuſe- 
wents ? 

Tim. Nan! What d'ye ſay? 

Har. How did you Wer yourſelf ? 

Tim. Oh, we ha' Paſtimes enow there: 
We ha Bull-Baiting, and Cock fighting, and 
Fiſhing, and Hunting, and Hurling, and 
Mreſtling. 

Har. The two laſt are Sports for which that 
Country. is very remarkable: In thoſe, I pre- 
ſure, yau are very expert. 

Tim. Nan! What? A 

Har. I ſay you are a good Wreſtler, 

Jim. Oh! Yes ſure, I can wreſtle well 
enow : But we don't wreſtle after your fa- 
ſhion: We ha no Tripping, Fath and Soul! 
We ga all upan cloſe Hugs, or the flying ; 
Mare, Will you try a Fall, Maſter? I want 
hurt you, Fath and Soul! 


Har. We had as good not venture tho', 


But haye yon left in Cornwall nothing that 
| OP 2 
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you regret the loſs of more than Hurling and 
reſtling ? 

| Tim. Nan! What ? 

Har. No Favourite ſhe ? 

Tim. Arra, I coupled Favourite and Jow- 
ler together, and ſure they tug'd it all the 
Way up. Part with Favourite! No I thank 
— for nothing! You muſt know I nurs d 

avourite myſelf! Uncle's Huntſman was go- 
ing to Mill- Pond to drown all Muſicks Pup- 
pies; ſol ſavd ſhe: But, fath, III tell you a 
comical Story; at Lanſton, they both broke 
looſe, and cat a whole Lion-a-veal, and a 
Leg of Beef: Criſt! How Landlord ſwear'd | 
Fath, the poor Fellow was almoſt maz d: It 
made me die wi' Laughing: But how came 
you to know about our Favourite? 

Har. A Circumſtance ſo material to his 
Son, could not eſcape the Knowledge of Sir 
Gregory Gazette's Friends. But here you 
miſtook me a little Squire Tim, I meant whe- 


ther your Affections were not ſettled upon 


ſome pretty Girl: Has not ſome Corniſh Laſs 
caught your Heart! 

75 im. Huſh! God, the old Man will hear; 
jog a oo -bit this Way—Won' t atell Father? 

Upon my Honour! 

Tim. Why das I'll tell you the whole 
Story more * leſs. Do you know Mally 
Pengrouſe ? 5 

Har. I am not ſo happy · 


Tim. 
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Tim. She's Uncle's Milkmaid 3 ſhe's as 
handſome, Lord; her Face all red and white, 
like the Inſide of a Shoulder of Mutton ; ſo 
I made Love to our Mally: And juſt, tath, 
as I had got her good Will to run away to 
Extter and be married, Uncle found it out, 
and ſent word to Father; and Father ſcnt 
for me home; but I don't love her a Bit the 
worſer for that : But, 'Icod, if you tell Fa- 
ther, he'll knock my Brains out; for he ſays 
Flt diſparage the Family; and Mother's as 
mad as a March Hare about it: So Father 
and Mother ha' brought me to be married to 
ſome young Body in theſe Parts. 

Har. What, is my Lady here? 

Tim. No ſure, Dame Winifred, as Father 
calls her, could not come along. 

Har. I am ſorry for that; I have the Ho- 
nour to be a diſtant Relation of her Lady- 
ſhip's. 

Tim. Like cnough, farh ! She's a-kin to 
half the World, I think. But don't you ſay 
a Word to Father about Mally Pengrouſe. 
F 
Jenk. Mr. Hartop, Sir - Gregory will be 
amongſt us ſome time; he is going with his 
Son to Sir Penurious Trifle's: There is a 
kind of a Treaty of Marriage on Foot be- 
twcen Miſs Sukey Trifle and Mr. Timothy. 

Har. The Devil! 1 ſhall be glad of every 
Circumſtance that can make me better. ac- 
quainted with Sir Gregory, 


He 


THE KNIGHTS ic: 


Sir Greg. Good now, good now; may be 
ſo, may be ſo !! 

Tim. Father, ſure the Gentleman ſays as 
how Mother and he are a-kin. 

Hir Greg. Wonderful! Lack- A-day! Lack- 
a-day! How, how? I am proud to — But 
how, Mr. Hartop, how ? | 

Har. Why, Sir, a Couſin-German of my 
Aunr's firſt Husband, inter-marry'd with a di- 
ſtant Relation of a colateral Branch by the 


Mother's Side the Apprices of Lantrindon; 


and we have ever. ſince quarter'd in a Scut- 
cheon of Pretence the three Goat's Tails ram- 
pant, divided by a Cheveron, Field argent; 
with a Leek pendant in the dexter Point, to 
diſtinguiſh the ſecond Houſe. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! wonderful! nearly, 
nearly related! Good now, good now, if 
Dame Winifred was here, ſhe'd make 'em all 
out with a wet Finger; but they are above 
me. Prithce, Tim, good now, ſee after the 
Horſes— And d'ye hear? Try if you can get 
any News-Papers. 

Tim. Yes, Father — But, Couſin Mat- 
d' ye. call. um, not a Woed about Mally Pen- 

ouſe. 

Hart. Mum! na Tim. 

Hir Greg. Good now, that Boy will make 
ſome Miſtake about the Horſes now! III go 
myſelf. Good now, no farther, Couſin; if 
you pleaſe, no Ceremony— A hundred ns 
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fifty a Weck! The Fool! ha, ha, ha! Won- 
derful! An odd Dog. Exit Sir Greg. 


Fenk. So, Jach, here's a freſh Spoke in 
your Wheel. 
Har. This is a curſed croſs Incident. 


Fenk. Well, but ſomething muſt be done 


to fruſtrate the Scheme of your new Couſin's, 
Can you think of nothing? 
Har. I have been hammering : Pray, are 


the two Knights intimate ? Are they well ac- 


quainted with each other's Perſon ? 

Fenk. Faith, I can't tell: But we may Gon 
know. 

Har. Cou'd you recommend me a good- 
ſpirited Girl, who has Humour and Com- 
pliance to follow a few Directions; and Un- 
derſtanding enough to barter a little Inclina- 
tion for 3,000 Fg a Year, and a Fool ? 

Fenk. In part I gueſs your Deſign : The 
Man's Daughter of the Houſe is a good lively 
Laſs, has a Fortunc to make, and no Repu- 
tation to loſe. Tl call her—7Jenny But the 
Encmy's at hand— T'll withdraw and prepare 


Jenny. When the worſhipful Family arc re- 


tir d, I'll introduce the Wench. Exit Jenk. | 


Enter Sir Gregory and Tim. 


Sir Greg. Pray now, Couſin, are you in 
Friendſhip with Sir Penurious Trifle ? 
Har. I have the Honour, Sir, of that Gen- 


tleman's Acquaintance. 


Sir 
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S$ir Greg. May be ſo, may be ſo! But, 
lack-a-day, Couſin, is he ſuch a Miſer as 
Folks ſay ? Good now, they tell me we ſhall 
hardly have Neceſſaries for ourſelves and 
Horſes at Gripe- Hall: But as you are a Re- 


lation, you ſhould, good now, know the 


Affairs of the Family: Here's Sir Penurions's 
Letter; here, Couſin. 

Har. Tour Overture I receive with Plea- 
ſure, and ſhould be glad to meet you in 
Shropſhire. I fanſy, from a thorough KHow- 
ledge of Sir Penurious's Diſpoſition, and by 
what I can collect from the Contents of that 
Letter, he would be much better pleasd to 
meet you here, than at his own Houle. 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day, may be fo! A 
ſtrange Man! Wonderful! But, good now, 
Couſin, what muſt we do? 


Har. I this Morning pay'd Sir Penurious 


a Viſit; and if you'll honour me with your 
Commands, Ill—— 


Sir Greg. Wonderful, To-day ! Good now, 


that's lucky! Couſin, you are very kind: 
Good now, I'Il ſend a Letter, Ti im, by Cou- 
fin Hartop. 

Har. A Letter from ſo old an Acquaint- 
ance, and upon ſo happy an Occaſion, will 
ſecure me a favourable Reception. 

| Sir Greg. Good lack, good lack, an old 
Acquaidtance, indeed, Coulin Hartop ! We 
were at Hereford Siſe together — Let's ſee, 
_ wonderful, how long 280 Twas while I 
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was courting Dame Hinny; the Year before 
I married her—Good now, how long? Let's 
ſee—That Year the Hackney Stable was built, 
and Peter Ugly the blind Pad fell into a Saw- 
ir. 

: Tim. Mother ſays Father and ſhe was mar- 
ry'd the Firſt of April in the Year Ten; and 
I knows tis there about, for I am two and 
Thirty; and Brother Jeremy, and Roger, 
and Gregory, and Siſter Nelly, were born'd - 
before I. 

Hir Greg, Good now, good now! How 
Time wears away ! Wonderful ! Thirty-eight 
Years ago, Tim; I could not have thought it. 
But come in, let's ſet about the Letter. But 
pray, Couſin, what Diverſions, good now, 
are going forward in London? 

Har. Oh, Sir, we are in no Diſtreſs for 
Amuſements ; we have Plays, Balls, Puppet- 
Shows, Maſquerades, Bull-baitings, Boxings, 
Burlettas, Routs, Drums, and a thouſand 
others; but I am in haſte for your Epiſtle, 
Sir Gregory. 

Sir Greg. Couſin, your Servant. 

Exit Sir Greg. and Tim. 

* 1 am your moſt obedient. -— Thus far 
our Scheme ſucceeds: And if Fenkins's Girl 
can aſſume the aukward Pertneſs of the Daugh- 
ter, with as much Succeſs as I can imitate the 
ſpirited Folly of Sir Penurious the Father, I 
don't deſpair of a happy Cataſtrophe. 


Enter 
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Enter Jenny. 


© Penny. Sir, Mr. Jenkins 
Har. Oh, Child, your Inſtructions ſhall be 
adminiſter d within. 


Jenny. Mr. Jenkins has onen'd your De- 


ſign, and I am ready and able to execute my 
Parr. 

Har. My Dear, I have not the leaſt Doubt 
of either your Inclination or Ability.— But, 
pox take this old Fellow! What in the De- 
vil's Name can bring him back? Scour, Jenny. 


Enter Fir Gregory. 


Sir Greg. Couſin, I beg Pardon, but IT have 
a Favour to beg—Good now, could not you 


make Intereſt at ſome Coffee-Houſe in London 


to buy, for a ſmall Matter, the old Books of 
News-Papers, and ſcnd them into the Country 
to me? They would paſs away the Time rarely 
in a rainy Day. 

Har. Sir, Til ſend you a Cart-load. 

Str Greg. Good now, good now: Ten 


thouſand Thanks! You are a Couſin indeed! 


But pray, Couſin, let us, good now, ſee ſome 
of the Works of that ſame Fool. 

Har. Til ſend them you all; but a—— 

Sir Greg, What, all? Lack a-day, that's 
kind, Couſin! The Terra Incognita——Both 
the Needles—a great deal of that! But what 
* is to be Pope ? 


D 3 ; | Har. 
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{ [ | Har. Zounds, Sir! I am in haſte for your 
Letter When J return, ask as many Queſ- 


tions 
Sir Greg. Good now, good now, that's 
true—T'1l in, and about it—But, Couſin, the 
Pope is not to have Gzbralter £ 
Har. No, no; damn it, no! As none but 
the Fool could ſay it, ſo none but Ideots would 
believe him. Pray, Sir Gregory —— 
Sir Greg. Well, well, Couſin! Lack a-day, 
you are ſo—But, pray 
Har. Damn your praying! If you don't 
finiſh your Letter immediately, you may carry 
it yourſelf, | 
Sir Greg. Well, well, Couſin ! -Lack-a-day, 
you are in ſuch a— Good now ! I go, I go. 
1 Har. But if the Truth ſhould be diſcover'd, 
1 I ſhall be inevitably diſappointed. 
1 Sir Yreg. But, Couſin, are Scilly Rocłs.— 
11 Har. 1 wiſh they were in your Guts, with 
all my Heart! I muſt quit the Field, 1 find. 
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TT | Exit, 
il. Hir Greg. Wonderful! Good now, good 
11 now, a paſſionate Man! Lack-a-day, I am 


14 glad the Pope js not to haye Gibralter tho 
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Sir GREGORY, and LIM reading News to 


him, diſtovered. 


Tim.C)Onſtantinople, N. S. Nov. 15, the 
Grande Seigniour-— 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day ! Good now, Tim, 
the Politicks, Child: And read the Stars, 
and the Daſhes, and the Blanks, as I taught 
you, Tim. 

Tim, Yes, Father—We can aſſure our 
Readers that the D— Daſh is to go. to F 
Blank; and that a certain noble L= / is to re- 
ſign his P—e in the T j, in Brder to 
make r—m for the two three Stars. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! Good now! Good 
now | Great News, Tim] Ah, I knew the 
two three Stars would come in Play one time 
or other. This Landon Evening knows more 
than any of them. Well, Child, well. 

Tim. From the D. 7. 


Sir Greg. Ay, that's the Dublin Journal. 
Go on, Tm. 


Tim. Laſt Saturday a Gang of Highwaymen 


broke into an empty Houſe on Ormond- Quay, 
aud {trip d it of all the Furniture. 
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Sir Greg. Lack-a day; wonderful! To 
what a height theſe Rogues are grown. 

Tim. The way to Mr. Keith's Chapel is 
turn of your 

Sir Greg. Pſhaw! Skip that, Tim; I know 
that Road as well as the Doctor! Tis in every 


Time. 


Tim. 1 Ward, at the Cat and Gridiron, 
Petticoat-Lane; makes Tabby all over for 


People inclined to be crooked: And if he was 


to have the univerſal World for making a 
Pair of Stays he could not put better Stuff in 
them —— | 
Sir Greg. Good now; where's that, Tim? 
Tim. At the Cat and Gridiron, Father. 
Sir Greg. Ill minute that: All my Lady 


| Tfard's Children, good now, are inclined to 


be crooked. 


Enter a Drawer. 
Draw. Sir, Mr. Jenkins beg's to ſpeak 
with you. | | 
Sir Greg. Good now; deſire him to walk 
in. 8 
Enter Jenkins. 


Fenl. I thought it might not be improper 


to prepare you for a Viſit from Sir Penurious 


Trifle: I ſaw him and his Daughter alight at 
the Apothecary's above. ; b 

Sir Greg. What, they are come, wonder- 
ful! Very kind, very kind, very kind, in- 
deed, Mr, — Come, Tim, ſettle my Cravar : 


Good 
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Good now, let's be a little decent : Remem- 
ber your beſt Bow to your Miſtreſs, Tim. 

Tim. Yes, Father: But muſt not I kiſs 
Miſs Suck? | 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day, ay, ay! Pray, is 
Couſin Hartop, come along? 

Fenk. I have not ſeen him: But, I fanſy, 
I had better introduce my Neighbours. 

Sir Greg. Good now, would you be fo 
kind! Exit Jenkins. Stand behind me, 
Tim.—Pull down your Ruffles, Child. 
Tim. But, Father, won't Miſs Suck think 
me bold if I kiſs her Chops the firſt Time? 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day! No, Tim, no: 
Faint Heart never won fair Lady. Ha! Tim, 
had you but ſeen me attack Dame Vinny] But 
Times ar'n't as they were! Good now, we 
were another kind of Folks in thoſe Days; 
ſtout, hearty Smacks, that would ha“ made 
your Mouth water again; and the Mark ſtood 
upon the pouting Lip like the Print upon a 
Pound of Butter. But the Maſter-Miſſes of 
the preſent Age go, lack-a-day, as gingerly 
about it, as if they were afraid to fill their 
Mouths with the Paint upon their Miſtreſſes 
Checks. Ah, the Days I have ſeen. 

Tim. Nay, Father, I warrant, if that's all, 
I kiſs her hearty enow, Fath and Sole! | 

Sir Greg, Huſh, Tim, huſh! Stand behind 
me, Child. | | 


Enter 
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Enter Hartop as Sir Penurious Trifle, and 
Fenny as Miſs Sukey, and Jenkins. 


Sir Greg. Sir Penurious, I am oyerjoy'd! 
Good now! _ | 

Hir Pen. Sir Gregory, I kiſs your Hand! 
My Daughter Suck. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! Miſs, I am proud 
to—Son Tim—Sir Penurious—-Beft Bow, 
Child—Mifs Suck. = 

Tim. An't that right, Father? [kz/ſes her. 

Sir Greg. Good now, good now! I am 
glad to ſce you look ſo well! You keep your 
own, Sir Penurious. | 
| Hir Pen. Ay, ay, ſtout enough, Sir Gregory, 
ſtour enough, Brother Knight! Hearty as an 
Oak; hey, Dick? Gad, now I talk of an 
Oak, 111 tell you a Story of an Oak; it will 
make you die with Laughing; hey, you Dzck, 
you have heard it: Shall I tell it, Sir Gregory? 

Fenk. Tho' I have heard ir fo often, yet 
there is ſomething ſo engaging in your Man- 
ner of telling a Story, that it always appears 
new. 3 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! Good now, good now, 
I love a comical Story. Pray, Sir Penurious, 
let's have it: Mind, Tim, mind, Child. 

Tim. Yes, Father; Fath and Sole, I love a 
choice Story to my Heart's Blood! 

Sir Pen. You, Knight, I was at Bath laſt 
„Summer A Water that People drink when 
they are ill: You have heard of the Bath, 
Dick? Hey, you! ä Tim. 
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Tim. Yes, Fath, I know Bath; 1 was 
there in Way . - 

Sir Greg. Huſh, Tim; good now, huſh ! 

Hir Pen. There's a Coffee-Houſe, you, a 


Place where People drink Coffee and Tea, 


and read the News. 

Sir Greg, Pray, Sir Penurious, how many 
Papers may they take in! 

Nir Pen. Pſhaw! Damn the News! Mind 
the Story. 

Sir Greg. Good now, good now! A haſty 
Man, Tim! 

Sir Pen. Pox take you both ! I have loſt 
the Story—Where did I leave off, hey, you 
Dick? | 

Tim. About Coffee and Tea. 

Sir Pen. Right, you, right! True, true! 
So, God, you Knight, 1 us'd to Breakfaſt at 
this Coffee-Houle every Morning, it coſt me 
eight Pence tho, and I had always a Breakfaſt 
at Home—No Matter for that tho There I 
breakfaſted ; you Dick, God, at the fame 
Table with Lord Tom Truewit—You have 
heard of Truewit, you, Knight; a Droll Dog! 
You Dick, he told us the Story and made us 
die with Laughing: ' You have heard of Charles 
the Second, you Knight, he was Son of 
© Charles the Firlt; King here in England, that 

was beheaded by Oliver Cromwell, fo what 
does Charles the Second, you Knight, do; 
but he fights No at Morceſter, a Town 152 
have heard of, not far off; but all would not 
E | do, 
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do, you; God, Noll made him ſcamper, made 
him run take to his Heels, you Knight; 
Truewit told us the Story, made us die with 
Laughing; I always breakfaſted at the Coffce- 
Houſe, ir coſt me 8 4. tho' I had a Breakfaſt 
at Home So, what docs Charles do, but he 
hid i.imſeif in an Oak, an Oak Tree, you, in 

a Wood calld Baſcobel, from two. Italian 
Words, Boſto Bello, a fine. Wood, you; 
and off he marches: But old Noll would not 
let him come home; no, ſays he, you don't 
come here—Lord Tom told us the Story; 
made us die with Laughing; it coſt me 8 d. 
tho' I had a Breakfaſt at home: So, you 
Knight, when Noll dy'd; Monk there, you, 
afterwards 5 in the North brought 
him back: So, you, the Cavalicrs, you have 
heard of them? They were Friends to the 
Stuarts, what did they do, God, you Dzck, 
but they put up Charles in a Sign, the Royal 
Oak, you have ſeen ſuch Signs at Country 
Alchouſes : So, God, you, what docs à Pu- 
ritan do, the Puritans were Fricnds to Noll, 
but he puts up the Sign of an Owl i in an lyy 
Buſh, and underneath he writes, This is not 
the Royal Oak: You have (cen Writings un- 
der Signs, you Knight : Upon this, fays the 
Royaliſts, God this muſt not bez; ſo, you, 
what do they do, but, God, they proſecuted 
the poor Pe but they made him chang © 
his Sign tho': And, you Diek, how The 
think they changd? God, he puts up t 
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Royal Oak; and underncath he writes, This js 
not the Owl in the Ivy Buſh. It made us all 


die with Laughing; Lord Tom told the Story ; 


I always breakfaſted at the Coffec-houſe, tho' 


it colt me 8 4. and I had a Breakfaſt at home, 


hey, you, Knight; what, Dick. hey! 


Sir Greg. Good now, good now; wonder— 


ful ! 4 
Tim. A choice Tale, Fath! 


Fenk. Oh, Sir Penurious is a moſt enter- 


taining Companion that mult be allow'd. 

Hir Greg. Good now, ay, ay, a merry 
Man ! Bur, lack-a-day, would not the young 
Lady chuſe a little Refreſhment after her Ride? 
Some Tea, or ſomeꝛ — 

Sir Pen. Hey, you Knight! No, no; we 
intend to dine with thee, Man. Well, you, 
Tim, what doſt think of thy Father-in-law that 


is to be, hey? A jolly Cock, you Tim, hey 
Dick. Bur prithee, Boy, what doſt do with 


all this tawdry Tinſel on? That Hat and 
Waiſtcoat ? Traſh, Knight, Traſh! More in thy 
Pocket and leſs in thy Cloaths; hey, you 
Dick? God, you Knight, I'll make you laugh : 
I went to London, you Dick, laſt Year to call 
in a Mortage; and what does me I, Dick, 
but take a Trip to a Coffee Houle in St. Mar- 
tin's Lane, in comes a French Fellow forty 
Times as fine as Tim, with his Muff and Parle- 
vous, and his Frances; and his Head, you 
Knight, as white with Powder, God, you, as 
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a twelfth Cake: And who the Devil d'ye 
think, Dicł, this might be, hey, you Knight ? 

Sir Greg. Good now, an Ambaſſador to be 
ſure. 

Sir Pen. God, you Knight, nor better nor 
worſe then Mynheer Vancaper, a Dutch Fi- 
gure Dancer at the Opera-Houſe in the Hay- 

market. 

Sir Greg, Wonderful! Good now, good 
now |! 

Sir Pen. Pſhaw ! Pox, ptithee, Tim, no- 
body dreſſes now; all plain; look at me, 
Knight, I am in the Tip of the Mode ; now 
am I in full Dreſs, hey, Dick? 

Fenk. You, Sir, don't want the Aids of 
Dreſs: But in Mr. Gagette, a little Regard 
to that Particular is but a neceſſary Compli- 
went to his Miſtreſs. 

Sir Pen. Stuff, Dick, ſtuff! My Daughter, 
Knight, has had other gueſs Breeding; hey 
you! Suck, come forward. Plain as a Pike- 
Staff, Knight, all as Nature made her; hey, 
Zim, no Flams: Prithee, Tim, off with thy Lace 
and burn it; 'twill help to buy the Licence : 
She'll not like thee a bit the better for that; 
hey, Suck ! But, you Knight; God, Diek, a 
Toaſt and Tankard would not be amiſs after 
our Walk; hey, you? 

Sir Greg. Good now, good now! What 

you will, Sir Penurious. 
1 Pen. God, that's hearty you! But we 
t part the young Couple, hey: III ſend 
SUCk 
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Fuck ſome Bread and Cheeſe in; hey, Knight! 
At her, Tim. Come, Diek; come, you, 
Knight. Did I ever tell you my Courtſhip, 
hey, Dick? "Twill make you laugh. 

TJenk. Not as I remember. | 

\ Sir Greg. Lack a-day, let's have it. 

Sir Pen. You know my Wife was blind, 
you, Knight. 

Sir Greg. Good now; wonderful! Not I. 

Her Pen. Blind as a Beetle when I marry'd 
her, Knight: Hey, Dick! She was drown'd 


in our Orchard: Maid Beſs, Knight, went to 
Market, you, Dick; and Wife rambled into 


the Orchard, and ſouſe, drop'd into the Fiſh- 
pond : We found her out next Day, but ſhe 
was dead as a Herring: No help for that, 
Dick; buried her tho', hey, you! She was 


only Daughter to Sir Triſtram Muckworm, 
you; rich enough, you, hey! God, you, 


what does ſhe do, you, but ſhe falls in Love 
with young Heek her Father's Chaplain, hey, 
you! Upon that, what docs me IJ, but ſlips 
on Domine's Robcs, you, paſs'd myſelf upon 
her for him, and we were tack d together, 
you, Knight, hey! God, tho' I believe ſhe 
never lik'd me ; 'but what ſignifies thar, hey, 
Dick ! She was rich, you. But come, let's 
leave the Children together. 

Hir Greg. Sir, I wait on you. 

Sir Pen. Nay, pray— 

Sir Greg. Good now, good now, tis im- 
poſſible 


Sir 
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Sir Pen. Pox of Ceremony! You, .Dzck, 
hey ? God, Knight, III tell you a Story: One 
of our Ambaſſadors in France, you, a deviliſh 
polite Fellow reckon'd, Dick : God, you, 
what docs the King of France do, but, ſays 
he, I'll try the Manners of this fine Gentle- 
man: So, Knight, going into a Coach to- 
gether, the King would have my Lord g 
firſt: Oh, ant pleaſe your Majeſty, I can't in- 
deed; you, hey, Dick ! Upon which, what 
does me the King, but he takes his Arm thus, 
you, Dick, am 1 King of France, or you! b 
Is it my Coach or yours? and ſo puſhes him 
in thus. Hey, Dick ! 

Sir Greg. Good now, good now ! He, he, 
he ! 

Hir Pen. God, Dick, I believe I * made 
a Miſtake here; I ſhould have gone in firſt; 
hey, Dick! Knight, God, you, beg Pardon. 
Yes, your Coach, not mine ; your Houle, not 
minc; hey, Knight ! | 

Hir Greg. Wonderful ! a merry Man, Mr. 
Jenkins. Exit the two Knts. and lenk. 

Tim. Father and Couſin are gone, Fath and 
Sole! 

Jenny. I fanſy my Lover is a little puzzled 
how to begin. 

Tim. How—Fath and Sole, I don't know 
what to ſay : How d'ye do, Miſs Suck £ 

Jenny. Pretty well, thank you. 

Tim. You have had a choice Walk. — Tis 
a rare Day, Fath and Sole. 


Jenny. 
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Jenny. Ves, the Day's well enough. 

Tim. Is your Houſe a good way off here? 

Jenny. Dree or four Mile. 

Tim. That's a good long Walk, fath! 

Jenny. I make nothing of it, and back 
again. 

"Tim. Like enow. ( Whiſtles.) 

Jenny. (Sings.) 

Tim. You have a rare Pipe of your oyn, 
Miſs. 

Jenny. I can ſing loud enough, if I have 
a Mind: But Father don't love Singing. 

Tim. Like enow. (Whiſtles.) 

Fenny. And I ant over fond of Whiſtling. 

Tim. Hey! ay, like enow : And I am a 
bitter bad Singer. 
Fenny. Hey! ay, like enough. - 
Tim. Pray, Miſs Suck, did ever N boy 
make Love to you before? 
Tenny. ed When? 
Tim. Before now. | 
Teuny. What if I won't tell you? 150 
Tim. Why then you muſt let it —_ Fath 
5 and Sole. 1 
Feuny. Like enough. „ 

Tim. Pray, Miſs Suck, did your Father tell 
you any things? \ 

£179: ä 

im. About I. 1 

Ten What ſhould a tell? 
Tini. Tell! Why, as how I 0 Water was 
f a, woing. 1 


Jenny. | 


— 
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Jenny. Who? | 

Tim. Why, you. Could you like me for 
a Fabrik Miſs Suck? © 

Jenny. I dont know. 

Tim. Mayhap qa may ha' got your 
good Will already: 

Jenny. And what then ? 

Tim. Then! Hey, I don't know. But if 
you could fanſy me 

Jenny. For what ? 

Tim. For your True lover. 

Jenny. Well, What then ? 

Tim, Then : Hey! Why, fath, we may 


chance to be marry 15 if 4 "old Folks agrce 
together. 


Jenny, And ſuppoſe I won't be marry d to 
you? 

Tim. Nay, Miſs Suck, I can't help it, Fath 
and Sole. But Father and Mother bid me 


come a courting: And if you won't ha me, 
III tell Father (ſo. 


Jenny. You are in a woundy Hurry, me- 
thinks. 


Tim. Not I, fath ! You may ſtay as . 


r Waiter. 
Wait. There's a Woman without wants to 


ſpeak with Mr. Timothy Gazette. 


Tim. That's I. I am glad on't. Well, 


Miſs Suck, your Servant. ' You'll think about 
it, and lets Know your Mind when I come 


back, 


% £4. 
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back — God, I don't care whether ſhe likes 


me or no; I don't like her half ſo well as 
Mall) Pengrouſe—Wecll, your Servant, Mits 
Suck. Exit. Tim. 

Jenny. Was there ever ſuch an unlickd 
Cub? I don't think his Fortune a ſufficient 
Reward for ſacrificing my Perſon to ſuch, a 
Booby : But as he has Money cnough, it ſhall 
go hard but I pleaſe myſelf: 1 fear 1 was a 
little roo backward with my Gentleman : But 


however, a favourable Anſwer to his laſt Quc- 


ſtion will ſoon ſettle Matters. 


Enter Jenkins. 


Jen. Now. Jenny, what News, Child ? 
Are things fix'd? Arc you rcady for the nup- 
tial Knot ? 

Jenny. We arc in a fair way: I thought 
to have quicken'd my Swains Advances by a 
little affected Coynels ; but the Trap would 
not take: I expect him back in a Minute, 
and then leave it to my Management. 

Jen. Where is he gone ? 

Fenny. The Drawer called him to ſome 
Woman. | 

Fenk. Woman! He neither knows or is 
known by any Body here. What can this 
mean? No Counterplot ! But, pox, that's im- 
poſſible ! You have nor blab'd Jenny £ 

Fenny. My Intereſt would prevent mie, 

Fenk. Upon that Security any Woman 

may 
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may, I think, be truſted. I muſt after him 
tho”. [Exit, 

Fenny. I knew the Time when Jenkins 
would not have left me ſo haſtily : 'tis odd 
that the ſame Cauſe that increaſes the Paſſion 
in one Sex, ſhould deſtroy it in the other: 
The Reaſon is above my Reach; but the Fact 


Jam a ſevere Witncts of. Heigh ho! 


Enter Hartop, Hir Penurious, and Sir Gregory 
| Gazette. 
Sir Pen. And ſo, you Knight, ſays he, you 
know Knight, what low Dogs the Miniſters 
were then, how does your Pot—a Por, you, 
that they put over the Fire to boil Broth and 
Meat in.—You have ſcen a Pot, you Knight 
how docs your Pot boil theſe troubleſome 
Times? hey you! God, my Lord, ſays he, I 
don't know, I ſcldom go into my Kitchen; 
a Kitchen, you Knight is a Place where they 
dreſs Victuals; roaſt and boil, and ſo forth; 
God, ſays he, I ſeldom go into my Kitcher— 
bur, I ſuppoſe, the Scum is uppermoſt ſtill; 
hey, you Knight! What, God, hey; bur 
where's your Son, Sir Gregory? Good now, 
good now, where's Tim, Miſs Sukey ? lack- 
a-day, what's become of Tim? 
Fenny. Gone out a tipy bit; he'll be here 
preſently. 
Sir Greg. Wonderful! Good now! good 
now! Well, and how Miſs Sukey—has Tim ? 
gas hc? well, and what, you have Wonderful! 
5 Huber 
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Enter a Servant with a Letter. 


Serv. Sir, I was commanded to deliver this 
into your own Hands by Mr. Jenkins. 

Sir Pen. Hey, you, what, a Lettet? God 
ſo! Any Anſwer you? hey! 

Serv. None, Sir. | 
Sir Greg. Lack-a-day, Sir Penuridus is bu- 
ſy! Well, Miſs, and did Tim do the Thing? 
Did he pleaſe you? Come now, tell us the 
whole Story : wonderful! Rare News for 
Dame Hinny ! ha, Tim's Father's own Son! 
But come, whiſper—ay. 

Sir Pen. Thave only Time to tell you that 


your Scheme is blaſted : This Inſtant JI en- 


counterd Mrs. Penelope Trifle, with her 
Niece, they will ſoon be with gon So then 
all's over, but let's ſee what Expedition will do 
——Well, you Knight, hey! What haye they 
ſettled ? Is the Girl willing! 


Sir Greg. Good now, good now, right as 


my Leg! Ah, Jim, little did I think—bur, 
lack a-day, I wonder where the Boy is! Let's 
ſeek him. 


Sir Pen. Agreed, you Knight; hey, come, 


Enter Jcakins, 


Sir Greg. Lack-a-day, here's Mr. Jenkins. 


Good now, have you ſeen Tim? 
Fenk, Your Curioſity ſhall be immediately 


ſatisfied; bur I muſt firſt haye a Word with 


Sir Penuricus, 


Sir Pen. Well you, what, hey; any News, 


Dick ? F 2 Jenk. 


Lins, hey! 
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Jenk. Better than you could hope, your 
Rival is diſpos'd of. 

Sir Pen. Diſpos'd of! How ? 

Fenk. Marry'd by this Time, you Rogue ! 
The Woman that wanted him was no other 
than Mally Pengrouſe ; trudg'd it up all the 
Way after him, as Jim ſays, I have recom- 
mended them to my Chaplain; and before 
this, the Buſineſs is done. 

Har. Braviſſimo! you Rogue! But how 
ſhall I get off with the Knight? _ 

Fenk. Nay that muſt be your Contrivance. 

Har. I have it—ſuppole I was to own the 
whole Deſign to Sir Gregory, as our Plan has 
not ſucceeded with his Son; and as he ſeems 
to have a tolcrable Regard for me, it is poſ- 
ſible he may aſſiſt my Scheme on Sir Pe- 
nurious. | 

Fenk. Tis worth trying however: But he 
comes. | 

Hir Greg. Well, good now, Mr. Jenkins, 

have you ſcen Tim? I can't think where the 
Boy -— 
Har. Tis now Time, Sir Gregory to ſet 
you clear with reſpect ro ſome Particulars : I 
am now no longer Sir Penurious Trifle, but 
your Friend and Relation, Fack Hartop. 

Hir Greg. Wonderful! Good now, good 
now, Coulin Hartop, as I am a living Man— 
Hey— Well, but, good now, how, Mr. Jen- 


1 Fenk. 
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Jenk. The Story, Sir Gregory, is rather 
too long to tell you now, but in two Words; 
my Friend Hartop has very long hau a Paſſion 
for Mils Trifle; and was apprehenſive your 
Son's Application would deſtroy his Views, 
which, in order to defeat, he aſſumed the 
Character of Sir Penurious: But he is ſo 
captivated with your Integrity and  Friend- 
ſhip, that he rather chuſes to forego his own 
Intereſt, than interrupt the Happineſs of your 
Son. | | 
Kir Greg. Wonderful! Good now, good 
now, that's kind! who could have thought 
it, Couſin Hartop? Lack-a-day, well, but 
where's Tim? hey! good now, and who are 
you ? | | 5 
Fenk. This, Sir, is Jenny, the Handmaid 
of the Houle, ö 
Sir Greg. Wonderful! A peſtilent Huſley ! 
Ah, Hartop, you are a Wag! A pize of your 
Pots and your Royal Oaks! Lack-a-day, who 
could ha thought—Ah, Tenny, you're a— 
But where's Tim ? 


Enter Sir Gregory's Servant. 


Serv, Wounds, Maſter! Never ſtir alive 
if Maſter Tim has na gone and marry'd Mally 
Pengrouſe. | 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! how, Sirrah, how? 
Good now, good now, Couſin Hartop— 
Mally Pengrouſe ! who the dickens is ſhe ? 

| F307 Wit: Serv. 
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Serv. Maſter Timothy's Sweetheart in Corns 
wal. 

Szr Greg. And how came ſhe here ? Lack- 
a-day, Couſin ; 

Serv. She tramp'd it up after Maſter : Ma- 
ſter Timothy is without, and fays, as how 
they be marryd: I wanted him to come in 
but he's afraid you'll knock'n down. 

Sir Greg. Knock'n down ! Good now, let 
me come at him! Ill—ah, Rogue! Lack a- 
day, Couſin, ſhew me where he is! Hl-— 

Har, Modcrate your Fury, good Sir Gre- 
gory; conſider, it is an Evil without a Re- 
medy. 

Sir Greg. But what will Dame Winny ſay ? 
Good now, ſuch a Diſparagement to—And 
then, what will Sir Penurious ſay ? Lack-a- 
day, I am almoſt diſtracted ! And you, you 
lubberly Dog! Why did not you—lll—Ah, 
Couſin Hariop ! Couſin Hartop! Good now, 
good now, * 

Har. Dear Sir, be calm; this is no ſuch 
ſurpriſing Matter; we have ſuch Inſtances in 
the News Papers every Day. 

Sir Greg. Good now, no, Couſin, no. 

Har. Indeed Sir Gregory it was but laſt 
Week that Lord Lofty's Son marry'd his Mo- 
ther's Maid, and Lady Betty Forward run 
away not a Month ago with her Uncle's 
Butler. \ 

Sir Greg. Wonderful]! What in the News? 
Good now, that's ſome Comfort however, 
but what will Sir Peuurious— Har, 


THE KNIGHTS; 39 


Har. As to that, leave him to me, I have a 
Project to prevent his laughing at you I'll war- 
rant. 

Sir Greg. But how, how, Couſin Hartop, how? 

Har. Sir Gregory, dye think me your 
Friend? 

Sir Greg. Lack- a- day, ay, Couſin, ay. 

Har. And would you in return ſerve me 
in a Circumſtance that can't injure yourſelf ? 

Sir Greg. Good now, to be lure, Couſin. 

Har, Will you then permit me to aſſume 
the Figure of your Son, and fo pay my 
Addreſſes to Miſs Trifle ? I was pretty happy 
in the Imitation of her Father; and if I could 
impoſe upon your Sagacity, I ſhall find leſs 
Difficulty with your Brother Knight. 

Sir Greg. Good now! Tim! Ah, you 
could not touch Tin. 

Har, 1 warrant you. But ſee, the young 
Gentleman. 


Enter Tim. 

Sir Greg. Ah, Tim, Tim! little did 1— 
Good now, good now! 

Tim. 1 could not help it now, Fath and 
Sole: But if you'll forgive me this Time, III 
never do ſo no more, 

Sir Greg. Well, well, if thee can't for- 
give thyſelf, I can forgive thee ; but thank 
thy Couſin Hartop. | 

Har. Oh, Sir! if you arc ſatisfy'd, I am 
rewarded. I wiſh you Joy; Joy to you, Child. 

Sir Greg, Thanks, Couſin Hartop. 
Enter 
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Enter Waiter. 
Wait. Sir, Mrs. Penelope Trifle, with her 


Niece, being come to Town, and hearing 
your Worſhip was in the Houſe, would be 
glad to pay you their Compliments. 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day l. Wonderful! Here 
we ate all toply-turvey again! What can be 
done now, Couſin Hartop 7 

Har. Dick she the Ladies in here, but 
delay them a little. The luckieſt Incident in 
the World, Sir Gregory ! If you will be kind 
enough to lend Jenkins your Dreſs, and Ma- 
ſter Timothy will favour nie with his, III 
make up Matters in a Moment. 

Hr Greg. Ay, ay, Couſin! 

1 Tim. Fath and ie, you ſhall have mine 
ire — 

Har. No, no, ſtep into the next Room a 
Minute, Sir Gregory. 

Hir Greg. Ay, ay, where you will. 

Zim. Fath, here will be choice Sport. 

Eucunt. 


Enter Mrs. Penelope and Suck, with Waiter. 


Wait. The Gentlemen will wait on you 
preſently. Would you chuſe any Refreſh- 
ment ? 

Suck. A Draught of Ale, Friend, for I'm 
main dry. 

Pen. Fie! fie! Niece! Is that Liquor for 


a young Lady? Dont * IC yur Fey 
an 
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and Breeding! The Perſon is to be born that 
ever ſaw me touch any thing ſtronger than 
Water till I was three-and-twenty. 

Suck. Troth! Aunt, that's ſo long ago, 
that I think there's few People alive who can 
remember what you did then. 

Pen. How! Gillflirt ! None of your Fleers! 
I am glad here's a Husband coming that will 
take you down: Your Tantrums! You are 
grown too head-ſtrong and robuſt for me. 

Suck, Gad, I believe you would be glad to 


be taken down the ſame way! 


Pen. Ohl. you are a per. But ſee your 
Lover approaches. Now JIukcy, be careful, 
Child : None of your 


Enter Jenkins as Sir Gregory, and Hartop 
as Tim. 


Fenk. Lack-a-day, Lady! I rejoice to ſee 
you! Wonderful! And your Niece! Tim, 
the Ladies. 

Har. Your Servant, Miſtreſs! I am glad 
to ſee you, Miſs Suck. (Salutes her.) Fath 
and Sole, Miſtreſs Such's a fine young Wo- 
man, more or leſs | | 

Suck. Yes, I am well enough, I believe. 

Fenk. But, Lady! Where's my Brother 
Trifle ? Where Sir Penurious? | 

Suck. Father's at home in Expectation of 
you, and Aunt and I be come to Town to 
make Preparations. 


G Tenk. 
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Fenk. Ay! Wonderful! Pray, Lady ! Shall 
I, good 4 Crave a Word in private? 
Tim, will you and your Sweetheart draw back 
a little ? 

Har. Yes, Father; come, Miſs will you 
jog a Tinny- bit this Way? 

Such. With all my Heart | 

Jenk. There is, Lady, a Wonderful Affair 
has happen'd, good now! Son T7m has fallen 
in Love with a young Woman at his Uncle's, 
and 'tis partly to prevent bad Conſequences 
that Iam, lack-a-day ! ſo haſty to match him: 
and one of my Men, good now ! tells me that 
he has ſeen the Wench ſince we have been in 
Town ; ſhe has followed us here, ſure as a 
Gun, Lady! If Zim ſees the Girl he II never 
marry your Niece. 

Pen. It is indeed, Sir Gregory Gazette, a 
moſt critical Conjuncture, and requires the 
moſt mature Deliberation. 

Jenk. —Deliberation ! Lack- a-day! Lady! 
Whillt we deliberate the Boy will be loſt. 

Pen. Why, Sir Gregory Gazette, what 
S oe can We determine upon. 

enk. Lack- a-day ! I know but one. 

Pen. Adminiſter your Propoſition, Sir 
Gregory Gazette, you will have my Con- 
currence, Sir, in any Thing that does not de- 
rogate from the Regulations of Conduct; for 
it would be moſt prepoſterous in one of my 
Character, to deyiate from the ſtricteſt Atten- 


tion. 
7 enk, 
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Fenk. Lack-a-day, Lady! No ſuch Matter 
| Is wanted. But, good now! Could not we 
tack the young Couple together directly? 
Your Brother and I have already agreed. 

Pen. Are the previous Preliminarics ſettled, 
Sir Gregory Gazette ?- 

Fenk. Good now! As firm as a Rock, 
Lady 1 - 

Pen. Why, then to preſerve your Son, 
and accompliſh the Union between our Fami- 
lies, I have no Objections to the Acceleration 
of their Nuptials, provided the Child is in- 
clined, and a Miniſter may be procur'd. 

Jen. Wonderful! You are very good! 
Good now! There has been one Match al- 
ready in the Houſe to Day. We may have 
the ſame Parſon ; here! Tim] And young 
 Gentlewoman Well, Miſs! Wonderful and 


8 how ? Has, Tim? Hey, Boy! Is not Miſs a 
* fine young Lady? 
Har. Fath and Sole, Father! Miſs is a 
4 charming young Woman | All red and white, 
like Mally——Hum ! 
it Fenk. Huſh, Tim, well, and Miſs how does 
my Boy: He's an honeſt hearty Lad! Has he? 
| Good now! had the Art? How d'ye like him, 
i young Gentle woman? 
4 Suck, Liken? Well enough, I think. 
4 Fenk. Why, then, Miſs, with your Leave 
ad your Aunt and I here have agreed, if you are 


willing to have the Wedding over direQly, 


6 * Suck. 


—— 
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Suck. Gad! With all my Heart. Ask the 


young Man. 


Har. Fath and Sole! Juſt as you pleaſe, 
To-day, To-morrow, or when you will, 
more or leſs. 4 

Fenk. Good now, Good now] then get you 
in there, there you will find one to do your 
Buſineſs : wonderful! Matters will ſoon be 
managed within. Well, Lady, this was, 
good now, ſo kind! Lack-a-day ! I verily be- 
lieve if Dame Winny was dead that I ſhould 
be glad to lead ap ſuch another Dance with 


you, Lady! 


Pen. You are, Sir, ſomething too preci- 
pitate : Nor would there, did Circumſtances 
concur as you inſinuate, be fo ablolete a Cer- 
titude, that I who have rejected ſo many 
Matches ſhould inſtantaneouſly ſuccumb. 

Pink. Lack-a-day! Lady! Good now! 
1 — 

Pen. No, Sir; I would have you inſtruct- 
ed, that had not Penelope Trifle made irrefra- 
gable Reſolutions, ſhe need not fo long have 
preſerved her Family Sirname. | 

Fenk. Wonderful! Why, I was only—— 

'Pen, Nor has the Title of Lady Gazerre, 
ſuch reſplendant Charms or ſuch bewitching 
Allurements, as to throw me at once into the 
Arms of Sir Gregory | 

Jenk. Good now ! Who ſays ———— 

Pen. Could Wealth, Beauty, or Titles ſu- 
perior to perhaps — 


Euter 
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Enter Sir Gregory, Roger, and Tim, 


Tim. Yes, indeed, Father; Mr. Hartop knew 
on't as well as I; and Mr. Jenkins got us a 
Parſon. 

Sir Greg. Good now! good now! a rare 
Couple of Friends ! But I'll be even with them! 
Vil marr their Market! Maſter Jenkins, you 
have fobb'd me finely! 

Jenk. Lack-a-day! What's the Matter now? 
Sir Greg. Come, come, none of your Lack- 
a-day ! None of your Gambols, nor your Tricks 
to me; good now, good now! give me my 
Cloaths! Here take your tawdry Trappings, I 
have found you out at laſt: I'll be no longer 
your Property. 

Fenk, Wonderful! What's all this? Lady! 
good now | good now! What's here, a Stage- 
Play ? 

Sir Greg. Play me no Plays! But give me 
my Wig! and your precious Friend my loving 
Couſin, (Poiz on the Kindred) let'n— 

Jenk. Good now! good now! What are 
theſe Folks? As ſure as a Gun they're mad. 

Sir Greg. Mad! no, no! We are neither mad 
nor Fools; no Thanks to you tho”. 

Pen. What is all this? Can you unravel this 
Perplexity, untwine this Myſtery, Sir Gregory 
Gazette? | | 

Sir Greg. He, Sir Gregory Gazette ? Lack-a- 
day, Lady! you are tricked, impoſed on, bam- 

3 | boozled 3 
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boozled ; good now! good now ! Tis I am Sir 
Gregory Gazette. - 


Pen. How! 
Tim. Fath and Sole, tis true, Miſtreſs ! And 


I am his Son T:m, and will ſwear it. 

Pen. Why is n't Mr. Timothy Gazette with 
my Niece Suſannah Trifle ? 

Tim. Who, me? Lord! no 'tis none of I, it 
is Couſin Hartop i in my Cloaths. 

Pen, What's this? And pray y Who—— 

Jenk. Why, as I ſee the Affair is concluded, 
you may, Madam, call me Jenkins: Come, 
Hartop, you may now throw off your Diſguiſe ; 
the Knight had like to have embarraſſed us. 

Pen. How, Mr. Jenkins] And would you, 
Sir, participate of a Plot too 

Har. Madam, in the Iflue your Family will, 
I hope, have no great Reaſon to repent ; 1 al- 
ways had the greateſt Veneration for Miſs Pe- 
nelope Trifle's Underſtanding; the higheſt E- 
ſteem! for her Virtues can intitle me to the 
Honour of being regarded as her Relation. 

Pen, Sir, I ſhall determine on Nothing, till 
I am appriſed of my Brother's Reſolution. 

Har. For that we muſt wait. Sir Gregory, 
I muſt intreat your and your Son's Pardon for 
ſome little Liberties I have taken with you both. 
Mr. Jenkins I have the higlhieſt Obligation to 
your Friendſhip; and Miſs, when we become 
a little better acquainted, I flatter myſelf, the 
Change will not prove unpleaſing. 

Suck, I know nothing at all about it. 


Hart, 
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Hart. Sir Gregory, we ſhall have your Com- 
pany at Dinner. 


Sir Greg. Lack- a-day, no, no, that Boy has 


ſpoil'd my Stomach— Come, Tim, fetch thy 

Rib, and let us be jogging towards Wales; but 

how thou wilt get off with thy Mother - 
Tim. Never fear, Father — 


Since you have been pleas'd our Nuptial Knot to 
bleſs, 
We ſhall be happy all our Lives — more or Ieſi— 
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